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Thes Dark, Night. 


I 


HERE IS A BEECH-TREE IN MY GARDEN, 
It stands in a green grass-plot, on a little 
: mound, 
A woman’s smooth torse, grey-glistening, 
seamed with black wounds 
Where the rain weeps... 

See the slant loins, the rounded belly, the 
drawn breasts, 

The giant arms, lifted to bear up the tree, 
Fan on green fan, shining, tattered with blue sky. 


There are larkspurs in my garden, 
A hedge of blue larkspurs before a grey-gold 
| wall ; 
Flowers, a blue swarm, clinging to spire upon 
tall spire. 
The green lawn flows to the border, and there’s 


a flagged walk between. 
Gold in grey. 


Mid-June ; 
Wind last night; by morning a small, sweet 
rain ; 
; 


But noon and afternoon were shining and still 
When I walked in my garden. 
The blue sky burns ; 
Blue petals, dropt from the stalk, shrivel, and 
lie like torn butterflies on the hot path ; 
The grey earth crumbles to ashes ; 
The patched garden waits ; 
Nothing stirs but the hot smell of the roses, 
And the tingling spice of the mignonette ; _ 
The green tree and the tall blue flowers stand 
still. 
Then suddenly, suddenly, time stood still with 
them ; 
Not the tick of a watch, not the beat of a heart, 
not the tread of thought in the brain, 
No sound of any thing ; 
But hushed peace and an unearthly ecstasy, 
While suddenly, in a flash, my garden changed : 
The wall and the hot flagged walk were gold, 
The larkspurs became a blue light, burning, 
The beech-tree a green fire, shining ; 
And I knew that the light and the fire were 
the real, secret life of the flowers and the tree, 
And that God showed himself in the fire and 
the light. 


Without sound of any footstep, or wild beating 
of wings,’ 

Silent and secret, when Iwas not thinking of him, 

Out of the magical stillness, 

Unsought and unbidden, he came, 

And was here with me in my garden. 


What have I done, 

That God should come to me 

Who never waited for him? 

That I should find him 

Who never looked for him ? 

That I should be shown the secret hidden in 

, the flower and the tree? 

That I should see God, 

And have him here in my garden, 

I, 

Who never opened my door? 

That I should be given this strange joy, 

This boundless and timeless joy. 

What have I done? 

I must keep still. 

I must hold my heart like a crystal cup brimming, 

Where the wine trembles to the lip and is not 
spilled, 


-Lest I should come back, 

Out of the hushed peace and the unearthly 
ecstasy, 

Too soon. 


It is all over. 
I came back to my garden in the twilight, 
When the larkspurs and the sky grew white 
one after the other, 
And the wall and the Hlagged walk were grey, 
And God hid himself. 
It is all over. 
Yet, though I should walk in my garden a 
thousand, thousand times, 
And never see him again, 
Though he should hide from me for ever, 
When I see the green tree shining, 
And the flowets, a blue swarm, clinging to 
spite upon tall spire, 
In another June, 
I shall remember, 
I shall know that God is there. 
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II 


RANDMOTHER SITS IN HER CHAIR 
On the flagged walk in the sun ; 
She is nodding with sleep. 
Her white cashmere shawl has a faint scent of 
camphor, 
And her gown a faint scent of lavender. 
Her face is soft and blank like a mask of white 
wool, 
Her eyes ate covered with a bluish film, 
Like oil on water, 
They pour tears when they blink in the sun, 
Their shut lids are wet with tears. 


_ ‘Granny, are you asleep?’ ~ 

She wakes when she heats me, 

Her pale purple lips shake in a sad, kind smile. 
“Is it you, Elizabeth?’ 
“Yes, did you want me? 

Has the time seemed very long ?’ 

She answers, ‘ No. 

I am quite happy, 

Sitting here, 

Thinking about God.’ 
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I wonder: What does she think about him ? 
What goes on behind the mask of white wool, 
Behind the filmed eyes? 
I think she sees herself in heaven, 
In a watm, comfortable place, sitting in an 
atm-chair, 
Wrapped in a new, snow-white, heavenly shawl, 
With God’s arms around her, 
The arms of a nice, kind man 
Who knows all about Grandmother. 
He is old, eternally old, the white bearded 
Ancient of Days, 
And he loves Grandmother. 
She cuddles close in his arms, | 
And she talks to him like a child, 
She asks him to forgive her all the naughty 
things she has done, 
She is so old and tired 
That she falls asleep when she prays ; 
And sometimes she is thinking about what 
there will be for dinner, 
When she ought to be thinking about him ; 
And sometimes she is cross with Elizabeth. 
She is so tited and weak, 
And she has had trouble, 
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God knows all about it, 

How they all went away, - 

How they all died, 

How there is nobody left but Elizabeth— 

And ah well, dear God, you know what 
| Elizabeth is. 

And God tightens his arms, 

And says, ‘Never mind, Granny, 

It’s all right. | 

Go to sleep on my shoulder.’ . 


I wonder whether she was really thinking about 
God, 

Or whether she has been asleep all the time ; 

Sleep hangs about her still, 

She is nodding with sleep. 


Oh God, I, who never prayed to you, 
Pray to you now: 

Let me not sleep like this: 

Never for me the dark calm, 

The dreamless and corrupt content. 
Let me die waking, 

With thought a light in my brain, 
And love a fire in my heart, 


t3 


And afterwards 
Never to rest in the folded arms of heaven, 
But to go on, 
Following God through the glory of the worlds 

for ever. 

Give me, not peace, 
But the bright, sharp ecstasy, 
And what pang may come after. 
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6 EEE 


OMEWHERE IN THE WORLD 
Somebody knows my secret, 
I shall not be alone any more. 


The books came yesterday, 
The poems that my cousin Cicely’s cousin, 
Victor Rendal, wrote. 
I read them all afternoon, 
And through the evening till the window panes 
wete grey ; 
Till the sharp black letters shook and died, 
And the verses were grey blocks on the white 


page. 


Strange— 

I know all the faces in Ose village, 

Every turn of the heads, 

Every gesture of the hands, 

But of the souls that hide behind them 

There is none that I know, 

None that knows me. 

I have never seen Victor Rendal’s face, 
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But I know him, I know him; 

His soul is a crystal world, hard and clear, 
Swinging in the soft darkness ; 

Planes of light, planes of steel blackness, crossing, 
Dark and bright waters of the crystal, 

Sharp rays of starry light, 

Dartting. 

There—shut in the crystal walls, 

Fixed in the crystal light— 

Cities that cloud and shine, 

Green fields and gardens, trees and flowers, 
Birds and beasts, men and women, 
Jewel-bright, 

Still and clear. 

And, crystal within crystal, my own soul 
Within his soul. 


How should I not know him ? 
We have gone a long way together, he and I, 
Beyond space, beyond time ; 
He has been with me in the still, mysterious 
. ath places ; 
Through the unhappy days, | 
When I thought I was alone, 
He was there beside me, 
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Thinking my thoughts. 

He knows my secret ; 

If I were to tell him he would understand ; 

He knows the hushed peace and the unearthly 
ecstasy ; 

He has seen God as the beauty of tree and 

flowet 

In gardens stilled with light. 

For my poor moments 

That come and go, 

He has had hours and days and nights of seeing. 

I think God is always with him, 

He has only to turn to him, 

To find him when he will. 

He is Victor Rendal, 

_ The poet, 

And I am only Elizabeth. 

It is wonderful 

That I should have a secret that he knows, 

And that I should read it there 

In his poems. 


Oh hold me up, 
Keep me within your walls of light, 
Oh crystal soul, oh hard and clear, 
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Unbreakable, 


Swinging your light in darkness, 
Shine through me, 


Shine through me lest I lose the sight of God. 
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IV 


LL MY LIFE LONG 
I have hidden my teal, secret self 

In silence ; | 

Silence that never breaks. 

I was safe in the silence, 

Nothing could harm me there, 

My thoughts went hidden, 

Playing a wild and secret play in the dark of 
my mind, 

Running away at a whisper, a footstep, an 

outstretched hand, 

Not to be captured. 

But now, 

If he should come, 

If I:should see him, 

If, some day, 

The door should open, 

And he should stand before me, 

If he should speak to me, 

They would come tunning to him, all my 
thoughts, 

Savage and shy thoughts, 

Thoughts fragile and afraid, 
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White thoughts that never saw the sun, 
Beautiful, strange thoughts, 

Thoughts of my real, secret self; 

They would rush to the crystal light, 
They would come, crowding, flying, 

To give themselves to him. 
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E HAS COME. 
I have seen him. 

Cicely brought him. 

He stood before me, 

Our hands met, 

He spoke to me; 

And all my thoughts 

Flew from me, terrified. 
I heard myself saying intensely foolish things : 
* The fine weather is going to last.’ I said. 
‘You can have too much of a good thing ; 

I want rain for my garden,’ 

And in its darkness 

My teal, secret self looked on, 

Grieved and silent. 

And then 

He and I sat silent together, listening 

To the intensely foolish things that Cicely said : 

What had I been doing ? 

What was Grandmother doing ? 

Was I going to the tea-party 

At the Rectory, 

On Wednesday ? 
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As if Vitor Rendal’s poems had never been 
| written, 
As if he had not been there. 
I asked her why she had not brought Monica. 
(Monica is Cicely’s child; 
She is ten years old.) 
‘Monica,’ she said, ‘has been naughty, 
She won’t leave Victor alone. 
It’s a good thing,’ Cicely said, 
‘That Monica is only ten years old. 
In five years’ time— 
And I, I was glad 
That Monica was only ten years old. 
Then Cicely’s mind, 
Her soft, foolish, irrelevant mind, 
Flew off from Monica back to the Reétory ; 
And then, suddenly, 
* Elizabeth,’ she said, 
“Has been treading your poems. 
Don’t you want to know what she thinks of 
them ? ’ 
‘I wonder—’ he said. 
My heart beat thick and choked me, 
There was fite in my face, 
And a mist in my eyes. 
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I answered : 

‘We can’t talk about it now.’ 

And he smiled gently as though he understood, 
As though he heard the stir of my hidden, 

terrified thoughts. 

“No. Not now.’ 

And I said: 
‘Let’s go out into the garden.’ 


We went to the border 
Where the blue larkspurs pointed to the blue 
sky, 

Spire above spire ; 

He stood looking ; 

His eyes drew in their beauty, 

As if they could never have done with looking. 

And I thought: He will go away ; 

But he will remember ; 

My larkspurs will make a blue pattern on his 
mind 

For ever. 

From all his moments 

This moment will stand apart, 

Stained with their blue. 
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His eyes are beautiful, 
Wide gates to draw beauty in, 
Grave and still with looking. 
Suddenly, Cicely called to him: 
* Vi&tor— 
You look as if you saw something that isn’t 
there.’ 
‘Is # there,’ he answered. 
And I: ‘ Yes, I’ve seen it.’ 
‘You would see it,’ he said. 
‘I knew that you would, 
There wete your poems, 
But how did you know that I— ?’ 
‘There were your eyes—’ 
‘Elizabeth’s eyes? ‘They ave beautiful, aren’t 
| they ? 
Elizabeth’s eyes.’ 
His eyes looked at me and whispered : 
‘We can’t talk about it now. 
Not now—but some day.’ 


Thus, between him and me, 
Our secret passed. 
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VI 


HE ROOM IS FULL, 
And the Reétor, 
Face white grey and fretted 
Like buried bone, 
With the same tense smile for everybody, 
That sets his false teeth shaking, 
A false smile and an air of bland, obsequious 
benediction, 
Sidles among the guests. 
The Reétor’s wife, 
With her small, vexed face 
Held tight in sleek bands of hair, 
Sits on het black, carved Jacobean throne ; 
Her head is set in a garland of wooden fruit, 
Under a wooden crown, 
She talks as she pours out the tea ; 
The Reétor talks ; 
The whole tea-party talks at once, 
All but old Mrs. Lejeune, 
Who forgets, 
And tells you the same thing over and over 
again ; 
She has no one to talk to. 
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‘Dear Lady Foljambe said she was coming—’ 
‘Are you writing any more poems now, Mr. . 
Rendal ?P — 
‘What can I get you? 
Some more tea? Or an ice P—’ 
‘Lady Foljambe is reading your ae 
‘We are all reading your poems. 
Above my head, some of ’em, quite transcen- 
dental— 
‘The Squite gave two hundred pounds for that 
ptize sow of his— 
‘Deat Mr. Rendal, you are so delightfully 
) mystic— 
‘You know that poor Mr. Philpotts of North- 
leigh is dead P—’ 
‘If she dies to-motrow where will his two 
hundred pounds be P—’ 
‘ That’s what they were tolling the bell for—’ 
‘You would love to meet Lady Foljambe, 
She is so poetical.’ 


Victor Rendal sits by her black Jacobean throne ; 
I sit far away in a corner ; 
All time and space could not divide us more 
Than this moment, this narrow room, 
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And these voices. 
He turns from her, 
His eyes look across to me; 
They say ‘ Wait.’ 
And I wait. 


He isn’t talking to her, 

And I don’t think he is listening, 

And at last, suddenly, 

Like a bright fierce animal, 

He throws up his head, 

He slips from her fingers, 

And comes to me. 

He says, ‘It is Strange to see you here.’ 
‘Why strange P 

In this house I am almost at home.’ 
"Oh oso: 

You might be at home by the pyramids, 
Or in the Mountains of the Moon, 

Or among the Pleiades ; 

But not here. 

You have lost your way.’ 

‘And you—you ?’ 
‘Oh, I—well, you see, my own particular hell 
Is an eternal tea-party ; 
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So, at first, ) 

I thought I was dead and damned. 

Then I looked up, , 

And there you were, shining like a white, 
mournful star, 

And I knew I was saved.’ 

‘Take care. 

Here’s Mrs. Wetherby coming 

To teat us apart.’ 


She has come. 
* Elizabeth, please go and talk to Mrs. Lejeune. 
Lady Foljambe is asking for you, Mr. Rendal.’ 


So it ends. 

I talk to Mrs. Lejeune, 

And she tells me the same thing over and over 
again, 
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VII 


HE WHITE ANGORA RABBITS, 
That Monica’s mother gave her, 
Are dead. 
She forgot to feed them. 
They died lamentably— 
Soft, pretty beasts, raging, 
Beating their bars, 
Gnawing the wood of their hutches 
In their mad hunger. 


When they first came 

Monica loved them ; 

She loved to hold them in her arms, 
To sttoke their white, exquisite fur, 
To draw their long ears through her fingers, 
To feel 

On her mouth the tender, pushing, pee 
Kiss of their noses. 

Then, in a little while, 

They were forgotten. 


Victor Rendal and I 
Were trying to comfort Monica ; 
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We thought she was sorry and sad; 

But she is not sad, 

She is not softy, 

She is angty with the rabbits, 

As if they had died in malignity, 

To spite and betray her. 

Cicely looks on ; 

She is sweet and reproachful : 
‘I think you might have remembered 

To feed them, my darling.’ 

And the beautiful child, 

With brown eyes sullen under the dark fringe 

of her hair, 

Stiffens herself in Victor Rendal’s arms, 
And scowls at her mother. 

She cried out: ‘ How could I remember ?’ 
‘How could you forget, 

If you loved them ?’ 

“I did love them. 

But you can’t go on loving things 

You have to look after.’ 

‘I go on loving you. 

When you’te older, my darling, 

Yow ll know more about love.’ 

‘I do know, 
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I love Victor, and you and Elizabeth ; 
I know all about love.’ 


Then Monica smiles 
The magical, innocent smile 
That makes you forgive her. 


VIII 


IS BODY IS BEAUTIFUL, AND SWIFT, AND 
H STRONG, 
His face is beautiful, 

His hands and his feet ate beautiful, 

When he stands up on the green grass, 

Among the tennis players. 

He is dressed all in white— 

Thin garments that the wind whips close to 
his smooth limbs, 

Showing the fine, hard legs 

Shooting up from the lean ankles ; 

The hips, curved like half moons, 

_ Poised on the swelling shaft of the thighs ; 

The slender loins ; 

The muscles patting from the thin furrow of 

the spine, 

The winged and plated muscles 

Of shoulder and breast. 

The muscles of his naked arms dart and rise 

Under the smooth, milk-white skin ; 

And I think that the skin over all his body 

Will be milk-white and smooth. 


Beautiful 

The proud neck 

That carries the glory of his head, 
Beautiful 

The carved lips, 

And the eyes 

Under the black feathers of their brows, 
Beautiful, 

Dark steel shot with quick-silver, 

‘Dark stats, suddenly shining. 


—If I could touch his hair, 

Brown like a thrush’s back, 
Golden at the temples— 

He is beautiful in his playing, 

In the slender, lifted poise 

For the smashing stroke, 

The supple twist, 

The disc-thrower’s headlong stoop, 
When the ball flies low, 

And the white flash of his running. 


His body is beautiful, and swift and strong, 
But his spirit is more strong, mote swift, more 
beautiful. 
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IX 


HEREVER WE GO, HE \AND I, 
Monica follows us ; 
She watches us | 
With eyes of jealousy, eyes 
Of resentment and hatred, 
Sullen and brooding eyes, 
Strange eyes where the dead look out 
And remember. 
Monica’s body is only ten years old, 
But her soul is ancient and passionate ; 
The memories of innumerable loves 
Of dead men and women 
Meet in its innocence ; 
They hide behind Monica’s magical innocent 
smile, 
In Monica’s eyes 
They keep their eternal watch. 


At Cicely’s house to-day 
I passed her on the Stairs ; 
She snatched at my hand: 
‘Why are you always coming here ?’ 
‘Your mother asks me to come.’ 
34 


“She doesn’t. It’s Vidor. 

If you take Victor from me, 

I shall hate you, Elizabeth.’ 
Nobody hinders her, 

She does what she will, 

She leaps to Victot’s arms, 

She drags all her weight at his wrist, 
She chatters, 

She looks up into his face, 

And smiles the smile 

To which all things ate permitted, 
We go from toom to toom, 

And Monica follows us ; 

If we walk in the garden, 

She is there, watching ; 

On the roads and the field-paths 

She comes running after ; 

We escape, and she waits on the doorstep 
When we return ; 

Her eyes ate more sullen than ever, 
Datker, more passionate. 


And Viétor looks at her and laughs, 
“In five years’ time 
That child will be dangerous.’ 
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And Monica waits 

For the hour when her childhood shall pass ; 
Unaware and aware, 

She watches 

With beautiful eyes betraying 

The secrets of the dead ; 

Eyes foretelling 

Men’s fate. 
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Xx 


RANDMOTHER IS DYING 3 
She falls from sleep to sleep, 
From dream to dream. 
The things of to-day and yesterday 
That have lived but a short time with her 
Ate gone, 
And only the old things remain. 
She has forgotten to read in her Bible, 
She has forgotten to pray, 
Forgotten all about God. 
She has forgotten me, 
‘She thinks that I am my mother, her daughter, 
Elizabeth, 
For the dead children have come back to her, 
They sit on her knee, 
She shakes out the little garments, 
And folds them up. 
“Granny, what are you doing?’ 
* Putting my babies to bed.’ - 
Sometimes a new born baby 
Lies with her there in the bed; 
And sometimes she is a child hetself, 
And the old dead men, her brothers, are 
children with her. 
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Then she is frightened, 

She thinks there are ghosts in the room, 
And faces that look at her. 

When the thunderstorm came she cried, 
And hid herself in my arms ; 

She thought I was her mother. 


Sutely, surely God remembers, 

Though she forgets, 

Surely somewhere the arms of the kind God 
ate waiting 

For this child heavy with sleep. 

I tuck in the blankets round her, 

She must sleep warm to-night | 

Who will lie so cold to-morrow. 


Ah, the dark night, 
Darker the dark round her, 
Steeper the walls of sleep. 


Grandmother died last night. 


I lift the white sheet 

And uncover the dead face, : 

White among the white roses, the white lilies, 
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Her face is more living than when it was alive, 
No longer the blank, soft mask of wool, 

But firm and clear, 

With a stern, sad beauty, 

Beauty of one who knows, 

Who has looked on at the passing 

Of all things that she loved ; 

That is the face she must have had long ago, 
I am glad now that it was I who took her in, 
I who had care of her. 


Three more days, 

And the black funeral crawls on the long white 
road, 

Between the tall ash trees, 

To the graveyard in the field ; 

My house is empty, 

The windows of Grandmother’s toom 

Are wide open. 
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XI 


: LIZABETH, | We ae 
Your face is a white moon in the blue 
sky of the larkspurs, 
Your eyes are blue of their blue, 
I could look at you forever.’ 


His eyes tell me 

That I am beautiful ; 

His eyes are magical ; 

They see beauty where nobody else sees it, 
Colours that nobody else sees, 

All the rainbow in the gold white of the moon. 
For his eyes 

My eyes are bluer 

Than for any other eyes. 

He loves colours with passion, 

As a painter loves them ; 

His eyes drink colours 

With thirst, as a mouth drinks wine ; 
Colours intoxicate him. 


My garden blazes 
With zinnias, orange and yellow ; 
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Canterbury bells hold up their cups, white and 
purple; 
Phlox, white and magenta, 
Stands above the crimson and black red of the 
snapdragons ; 
And here at the end of the path 
The intense blue on blue of the larkspurs. 
There is no other garden 
That he loves like mine ; 
When he lies awake 
It flowers on the dark space of night, 
And I come to him among the flowers. 


‘Elizabeth, do you know, 

That if all my senses were destroyed but one, 
If I could neither hear nor taste nor smell, 
Nor feel the touch of things, 

Yet could still see, 

I should be happy. 

And if to-day | 

The beauty of the world were taken from me 
And you remained, 

To-motrow, out of your beauty, 

I would build up the beauty of the world. 
It would be a sinless world, Elizabeth, 
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For, when I look at you, 
I become innocent, 

Holy and clean ; 

If I have ever sinned 

I have forgotten ; 

Your eyes absolve me. 


‘Vidor, | 

My beauty is not really there ; 
Your eyes have made it.’ 
“God made it and my eyes see. 

I saw you the first day we met ; 
You stood on the pathway here, 
Here, 

You were looking at the larkspurs, 
And I saw that you knew it, 
The hushed secret, the hidden light of light, 
Fire of fire, beauty of beauty, 
Absolute, unearthly, 

Beauty 

That only God may know 

And God’s lovers.’ 


42 


XII 


E IS GONE, 
We said Good-bye last nate 


Down there 

In the flat dark blue plain, 

Where the willows in a row stand low and small, 

The train flies, 

Drawing its long white plume through the tree- 
tops. 

He is gone. 


Joy falls from the tall larkspurs, 
And passes 

Out of the quiet sky, 

A chill, slow wind 

Moves through the garden, 

Its joy passes 

With the wind ; 

It has a cold, sorrowful beauty 
Which is not the beauty that it had 
Yesterday. 

Cold—cold, 

All morning it rained, 
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Rain drips from the eaves, 

The cold flowers ate specked with rain, 

The wind swings a cold, wet rose across my 
face, 

I go out of the garden 

Into a cold house, 

A cold room, 

Where we said sitpaeetgied last night. 

He is gone. 


Gone— - 
Yet the latch of the gate falls to, 
As it used to fall when he came, 
I hear 

Quick feet on the flags, 

A quick knock at the door, 

He stands in the room. 

‘Vidor— 

* Elizabeth—’ 
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= XIII 


HY DID I NOT TELL YOU LAST NIGHT? 
Because, 

Beloved, 

Last night I was afraid of you— 

You, so slight a thing 

That I could snap your arms like twigs, 

I could bend your body till it breaks, 

Yet I was afraid, 

Afraid 

Of the magic that is in you, 

Of your power over me, 

Your tender 

And terrible power. 


‘I was afraid because I am poor, 

And you are rich, 

And I must receive everything from you, 
Houses and delicate food and service and the 

soft ease of living, 

I who have nothing to give oe 

But a few songs 

Which would be yours anyway, 

Whether you are mine or not mine. 
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I was afraid, 
Because of my too great love of you.’ 


I listen. 

He holds me close and I whisper : 
‘You ate not afraid any more now ?’ 
“No. Not any more.’ 


And I am glad 
Because I am rich, 
Because I can give him the things he wants, 
Two houses, 
This one in the country and the iene house in 
London 
Where he loves to live. 
Because of me, 
Nothing will be hard for him any more, 
He shall not be hurt any more, 
He shall not have to struggle any more with 
mean men 
For mean wages, 
But the day and the night shall be his 
To make songs in; 
Through me 
He shall have freedom, 
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And a happy life. 

Between us two 

The debts are even, 

There shall be no talk of giving and getting, 

For he can give me nothing greater than 
| himself, 

And no woman ever born 

Brought more love to any man 

Than I bring him. 
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XIV 


ESTERDAY 

I was only Elizabeth ; 
To-day 
I am a wonder to myself and a strange glory, 
I am the woman that he loves. 


I look at myself in the glass, 

I turn this way and that, 

To find out how I appear to him; 

I touch the hand he held, 

The fine finger-tips and the palms, 

To feel 

If they slid so, with the thin whisper of silk, 

| across his hand. 
I see the white and gold and blue of myself, 
And the faint shell-rose of my mouth. 

If I were carved in ivory and gold, 

Dead ivory and dead gold, 

I should not be mote unlike the live woman he 

Sees, 

Than is my image in the glass; 

There is no glass that can show me 

My likeness in his mind. 
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Yet, because I am beautiful to him, 
I have become beautiful to myself ; 
I love the white face he praised, 
And the mouth he kissed ; 

I am a wonder to myself, 

And a strange glory. 
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xV 


N JULY THE BETROTHAL, 
The wedding will be in October, 
It is September now. 


London : 
The small house stands 
In a wide street of small houses, 
White and clean, 
So low that above them 
You can see all the sky, 
Blue over purple roofs 
And gteen tree-tops ; 
Shallow roofs dropping broad eaves 
Above the black windows. 
Round my garden a low white wall, 
Topped by a screen of espalier limes, 
Black boughs stretched out, laced and knotted, 
Carrying round bunches of green leaves, 
Making a black and green pattern 
Against the white house. 
Till yesterday 
I loved my London house, 
Its clean whiteness, 
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Its quiet and its peace ; 

But in a day and a night 

My house has changed, 

It has become hateful to me. 


Yesterday through the long morning I waited 

For Victor to come to me thete. 

We went together 

Through rooms furnished with golden brown 
mahogany, 

And golden satinwood, 

Silk hangings of dead rose, 

And old mirrors where the beautiful women 

Of two hundred years ago 

Had looked at their own faces. 

We stood side by side, 

Still and dumb, in the marriage room, 

Each thinking the same secret thought 

Of the joy we would have there. 

At last I took him into the innermost room, 

Set in the deep quiet of the house, 

Green and brown, 

Full of southern lights and clear shadows, 

Like a chamber cut out of a still wood, 

Towards the sun. | 
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Out of He secret, enchanted forest behind it, 
The dreams will come, 
The room will be filled with his dreams, 
This is whete his songs will be written. 
I looked at him to see if he were glad, 
I waited for some word that would tell me 
His pleasure. 
But his eyes darkened, 
He turned from me to the window and looked 
| out 
To where the tall tree of heaven stood up from ~ 
the green grass, 
Like an immense tropical fern, 
With the running scales of its bark patterned 
like the skin of a brown snake. 
And when he had come back out of his con- 
templation of the tree 
He said nothing. 
And fear, 
A sudden, dark, secret and nameless fear 
Looked from his eyes to mine, 
And hid itself. 
He was as aman who Stands at the turning of 
the ways, 
Who sees on either road 
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The coming of some monstrous, terrible thing ; 

And in a moment the tree of heaven and the 
enchanted room 

Became hateful to me and evil. 

For the room was full of his fear, 

And the tree had stood face to face with it, 

They knew the hidden turning of his mind, 

And they would remember. 


All that day 
He kept his thought hidden ; 
Only at night, when we parted, 
He held me in his arms fiercely, 
And there was a glass of tears over his eyes, 
_ Tears of remorse, tears of pity. 


To-day he has come to me again 
In his sadness, 
He has told me all his truth. 


‘ Elizabeth— 
There can be nothing but truth between you 
and me. 
I love you, © 


There is no other woman that I love, 
Yet I cannot marry you, 
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» And I cannot ask you to love me outside the 
law.’ 
‘No. | 
For the law was made for weak women and 
their children.’ 
‘ That is not true. 
The law was made for the husbands, 
To protect them from bastards got by other men.’ 
‘ The law was made 
To bind father and mother together, 
To keep a safe roof and a warm hearth for the 
children ; 
I who am strong 
Owe protection to the weak and to the children 
I have not borne ; 
The law is sacred ; 
It cannot be broken without sin.’ 
* And I am afraid of it. 
I am afraid of the bond that cannot be broken 
without sin. 
Long ago I swote to myself 
That, however madly I loved, 
I would not marty ; 
I would go free all my life like a wild animal. 
Then I saw you and loved you, Elizabeth ; 
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You had such power overt me 
That I thought I could escape from my vow, 
And that my fear would go from me. 
But yesterday, when you brought me into your 
; house, 
I saw myself caught and shut 
In the beautiful cage, 
And I knew I could never get out. 
I am not what you think me, 
A gentle thing full of kindness and delicate 
thoughts, 
I am a beast untamed that must go alone, 
Full of fierce, solitary memories, savage atdours 
| and delights ; 
Running free and alone in the wild, hidden 
places, 
On the trail none can follow, 
I am harmless as a hare ; 
But if you caught me, 
If you shut me in a cage, 
I could be dangerous, cruel. 
I am afraid of my cruelty. 
And though I love you, Elizabeth, 
I should loathe the rich life you would give me, 
This life of a sleek, fat citizen, 
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Infinitely respectable and replete. 
I am afraid of the softness, the safety, the oiled 
calm, 
The smooth ease in which all dreams die. 
In the beginning 
I told you I was afraid 
Of my too great love of you.’ 
I think that I laughed then, 
I said : ‘ Oh, my dear, 
Your too great love of me 
Was not great enough. 
If it had been, 
All other things would count as nothing beside 
it. . 
It would be nothing to you that I am rich, 
Nothing if I were poor, 
You would think no more of these unspiritual 
things 
Than I who have thought only of you. 
You would rejoice in your bondage to me, 
As I should rejoice in my bondage to you. 
But, since you are afraid, 
Since your fear is greater than your too great 
love of me, 
I will let you go. 
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God forbid that I should bind you to a life you 


loathe. 

I know you ; 
You are what you are and I would not change 
you ; 


I will give you back your word and let you go.’ 
He looked at me with his unhappy eyes, self- 
wounded. 
‘Iam not fit to walk on the same earth with you, 
To look at the same sun.’ 
* The sun and the earth are yours, 
They will be with you and bless you, 
Your dreams will be with you, 
‘When you are gone.’ 
‘And you, Elizabeth, a dream, 
Out of the darkness shining, 
My white mournful star ’ | 
‘Not so white as you, for you stand there white 
as the dead. 
Not so mournful, 
Nor the dark so dark round me.’ 
ae Phen; 
Seeing what I am, 
How dark, how sad, how forsaken, having for- 
saken you, 
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You will have pity on me, 
As you have pity on the white dead. 
You will forgive me.’ 
‘What have I to forgive? 
Do I not understand 
You love me less than your life, 
Less than your freedom, 
What then? What am I? 
What can I be to you 
That you should love me more, 
More than life, 
Mote than freedom ? 
I—only a dream. 
Some day, 
When you have forgotten your dream, 
I shall remember that you dreamed me ; 
Out of the darkness and sadness, 
Out of the infinite and the unforgotten pain, 
I shall arise and be glad because of you, 
I, 
Who was once your stat.’ 
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XVI 


ARKER THAN DARK, 
The night comes down, 

It has no moon, no Star, 

No sun set for its coming. 


Darker than dark, 

Night falls like sleep on my eyelids ; 

Yet there is no sleep there, 

But a watch and a waiting. 

Long, long is the watch : lonely the watcher. 


I have undone the clasp of the clinging flesh, 
From the shining net of the senses I have broken 


loose, 
Soft is my breathing, 


Soft my heart’s knocking ; 

Without weight, thin as a ghost, 

Unseen, unfelt, forgotten, 

My body hangs, stretched out on the night. 


I empty myself - 

For the night to fill me, 

I open the doors of my house 
For the darkness to come in. 
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Darker than dark, 

The night goes over me, » 

Streaming, 

A black flood ; 

I am lifted on waves of darkness, 

I am borne far, 

To what shore? ‘To what harbour ? 


The waves cease ; 

The black flood streams no mote ; 
Holy and sll, 

The night rises round me ; 

Darkness beyond darkness, 

Mystery beyond mystery, unending ; 
Long, long is the watch : lonely the watcher, 
Until 

On the darkness the dream of God 
Opens like a rose, spreads like a fire, 
And the night is wild with his beauty. 
The watch is done; 

To my waste, empty house, 

Through doors open to the darkness, 
God comes in. 


It is for this 
That he has taken away my lover, 
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That he has stripped me naked, set me alone, 
For this : 
That I should give myself wholly to him, 
And have no other. 
It is well that I should have nothing, 
That I should be alone and naked, 
For only so I may have him ; 
Nothing on eatth or in heaven shall stand be- 
tween him and me. 
We are no longer two 
That look for each other ; 
I am held in him darkly, darkly I hold him in 
me ; 
In the pure night of love beyond thought, be- 
yond dreaming, 
Beyond likeness and unlikeness, 
I am one with him. 
Through the hushed darkness 
Where no sound nor sight 1s, 
Through the secret doors, 
His peace comes down softly, 
Softly 
His joy. 
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XVII 


HE GARDEN IS HIDDEN IN SNOW, 
The beech-tree lays a thin blue shadow on its 
white mound, 
Its branches carry white cushions, its twigs a 
| soft fur of snow ; 
The clipped yew at the corner is a tall snow man. 
Beyond the garden and the valley 
The high lands are all one snow, 
Only the black combs of the plantations 
Cut hill from hill. . 


I am here and Victor is in Rome. 
The postcard came to-day. 

‘ These are the Steps of the Trintta, 
Above the Piazza di Spagna, 
Where I lodge, 
Close to the house that Keats died in— 
Think of me here, 
In Rome.’ 


And I think of him there, 

Lodging 

Close to the house that Keats died in, 
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In the Piazza di Spagna, 

By the steps of the Trinita. 

I think : 

He loves Rome so well 

That he’ll never come back to England. 
I shall not see him again. 


No heart-beat, 

No watning nerve told of his coming ; 
I watched the hands of the clock 
Creep to the hour, without knowing ; 
When his hour struck 

It sounded like any other hour ; 

And I thought : 

To-day 

No one will come to me. 


At the stroke of the hour he came, 

So close on my thought of him, 

That at the same time 

He was beside me here, 

And away from me, still, there in Rome. 


He spoke to me as if nothing had happened 
‘London is wrapped in a foul yellow blanket of 


fog, 
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And soiled sheets of snow ; 
In Rome the sky was blue, the light golden, 
_ The city grey-white and clear.’ 
“Yet you came back. You came back. 
What made you come ?’ 
‘You, Elizabeth, you. 
For you never left me, 
I was never a moment without you. 
In Rome 
You walked with me among the broken columns 
and the stone-pines and the black cypresses. 
When I left Rome you followed me. 
I found you at San Gemignano, 
As I went from Siena to Florence ; 
At nightfall, on San Miniato, 
When the lights from the bridges 
Laid their gold spears on the black crystal Arno, 
You stood beside me to watch. 
You sat with me in the hill garden at Fiesole, 
And at the tables of the hotels; 
When I left Florence you followed me. 
In Venice 
Your face was white on the black curtain of the 
gondola. 
You fled back with me to Rome; “— 
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You drew me to England, 
To you. 
I went to your eee in St. John’s Wood, 
You were not thete.’ 
“No. It was there that you left me.’ 
‘It was not I who left you, 
But a small, insane part of me, 
That died of its madness and was damned. 
Elizabeth, 
Think of my leaving you 
As of a thing that some other man did, 
A dead man, too dead for blame or forgiveness.’ 
“I never blamed you. I loved you 
Too much for blame or forgiveness.’ 
* Loved ? 
That is all over, then ?’ 
‘No. I think it is only beginning.’ - 
* Then— 
The voice that I loved 
Broke like a child’s voice entreating— 
“You will take me back ? You will marry me?’ 
‘And bind you? And shut you in a cage?’ 
“Yes. Bind me hand and foot, 
Shut all the doors of your house on me and lock 
me in, 
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If so I may have you.’ 
‘My house is not a prison 
More than any other house. Bondage is of the 
mind. 
That’s what you’re afraid of.’ 
‘Not now. Not any more. 
I am only afraid of the life without you, 
Of myself without you, 
Of my soul and body without you. 
It was that dead man, 
Not I? 
‘Poor dead man. Forget him. 
ViGtor—It had to be. 
When we first began loving 
You wete too far away from me, 
I had to go through the darkness 
Through the sadness and the infinite pain, 
And find God in the darkness, 
Before I could reach you.’ 
Satie 
I had to be beaten and broken down, 
Stripped naked by my own hand, 
I had to go through the blackest darkness with- 
out God, 
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Through the waste places of the dead, 
Before I could find you.’ 


It was in December that he came back to me, 
At the New Year we were married. 


Ns 
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XVIII 


UR LOVE IS WOVEN 
Of a thousand strands 
The cool fragrance of the first lilac 
At morning, 
The first dew on the grass, 
The smell of wild mint in the wood, 
The pungent and earthy smell of ground ivy 
| crushed under our feet ; 
Songs of birds, songs of great poets ; 
The leaping of the red squirrel, in the tree, 
The running of the river, 
The commotion of stars and clouds in the high 
winds at night ; 


And dark stillness. 

It is adorned with all the flowers 
That stand in our garden ; 

It holds the night and the day. 


Our love is made 
Of the South Wind and the West Wind, 
And the soft falling of rain ; 
Of white April evenings ; 
It is made of trees, 
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And of the many-coloured fields on the hills ; 

Of horizons, 

Dark sea-blue of the west, thin sky-blue of the 
east, 

With a yellow road between. 

The flames of sunset and sunrise 

Mingle in the fire of our love. 
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XIX 


HE LOVE THAT I HAVE FOR MY LOVER 
Streams into all things that he has touched 
and seen; 
The tree he has looked at is more beautiful 
Than any other tree ; 
The rose he has smelt is sweeter 
Than any other rose. 


The little cat, 

That curls up and purrs herself to sleep on his 
knee, 

Is dearer than any other animal 

Because he has caressed her. 


The day is brighter 

For the shining of his eyes ; 

The evening is mote tender 

For the touch of his hand; 

The clasp of his body 

Makes the night lovelier than the day. 
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XX 


F ONLY THE BELL WOULD STOP TOLLING, 
And if they would draw up the blinds, 
I could think that Cicely was not dead. 
When Grandmother died, who was half dead 


already, 
Death ended death, 


Softly, 

Throwing a deeper sleep on sleep. 

I had no tears then. 

But Cicely’s death is not to be borne, 

It is incredible ~ 

That anything so austere and serious as death 
Should touch her, 

Who was so light, so fragile and so small, 
And that she should lie there, 

Clothed with that majesty of death, 

That she should dare the darkness and the 


Strange land 
Alone. 


Her hands are not folded close upon her breast, 
They ate raised, 
As if she had put up her pitiful arms against 
death 
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When it came to her. 

The arched eyebrows 

Above the shut lids, 

The eyebrows and the half-open mouth show 
| an innocent surprise 
At this tremendous thing 

That has happened to het. 


Monica’s body 

Is shaken by stormy grief, 

Dark, sullen and angty grief, 

“It is cruel, cruel!’ she cries. 

“God might have killed somebody else, 

If he must kill people. 

Mother was so gentle, so good.’ 

‘Because she was gentle and good, 

Wherever she may be, 

She is happy.’ 

‘She isn’t. 

Mother could never be happy without me. 

I shall go to Vidor. 

Victor will not tell me that she is happy without 
me.’ 

When she was dying 

Cicely sent for me 
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To talk to me about Monica. 
* Monica— 

I should die happy 

If I knew you would take care of het. 

It will not be for many years, 

She must marty young. 

Don’t let her be unhappy.’ 

And I promised her, 

Standing beside her bed, 

That I would take care of Monica; 

That I would have her in my house, 

And bring her up as my own child, my own 

| sister, 

And that whether I lived or died 

Monica should not want. 


For Cicely died poor. 

But Monica shall never know 

The cold rooms of poverty, the unclean grey 

bed, 

The coarse food and mean clothes 

The hunger and the thirst for things that are 
not thete, 

The sad dreams, 

The ache and the long dread. 
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She shall live with beauty, 

She shall have love and shelter and sweet ease, 

And still more love. 

The love that I gave to my aintjecs that have 

nevet been born 

Shall be given to her, 

All but the love I keep for the smallest, youngest 
one ; 

For Monica was fifteen yesterday, 

And he will be always a baby, helpless and 
small. 
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XXI 


E HAD BEEN MARRIED FIVE YEARS 
When Monica came to us. 
Three times a year she comes to us from her 
| school ; 
She is happy 
In the first moment of return ; 
Three times a year she goes from us mournfully, 
She cries as she goes. 


But while she is with us she changes ; 

She is never the same child for two hours 

| together ; 

Sometimes she goes laughing, 

Sometimes she is sullen, 

Sometimes, in the white evenings of spring, 

A sudden frenzy comes upon her, 

Like the excitement of young animals in the 
twilight, 

She rushes down the garden, 

Shouting for Victor to follow her ; 

And sometimes 

She sits with her elbow crooked on her knee, 

And her chin cupped in her hand, 
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And broods ; 
She watches me 
Out of eyes heavy with darkness and old dreams ; 
Her eyes tell me she is innocent, 
And that the sadness of her innocence 
Is a burden she cannot bear. 
She watches the passing of her childhood ; 
She is a flame of wonder blown by a wild wind, 
Bright flame enclosing a dark flame that beats 
like a heart, 
Flame lit by the dead. 
In her maiden house, behind the walls of the 
delicate rose-scented flesh, 
The dead men and women are hidden ; 
They awaken and rise up again in her darkness, 
they remember, 
And Monica half foresees 
The things that shall happen to her. 


When I look at her 
I hear her mother’s voice crying to me from 
her death-bed : 
‘Don’t let her be unhappy.’ 
And I am afraid 
Lest I should fail her, 
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Lest I should betray my trust, 
Lest because of me 

Monica should be unhappy. 
How shall I answer to God 
For the child Cicely gave me? 
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XXIT 


LIE STRETCHED OUT ON MY BED; 
In my head the pain beats like a 


Victor sits beside my bed ; 

He puts his hand on my forehead 
And the hammer stops beating ; 
As if I had drunk morphia, 

The pain sleeps. 


Outside in the garden 

Monica is singing a song, 

Loud and defiant ; 

And he murmurs : | 
‘Sweet Elizabeth, darling Elizabeth, 
Has the pain gone? 

Shall I make her stop singing P’ 
“No, if she sings 

I can tell she is happy.’ 

‘And you ?’ 


“While your hand’s there it’s heaven. 


“My hand could send you to sleep, 
If that child would stop singing.’ 
She does not stop, 
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hot iron 
hammer ; 
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Her song sounds neater ; 

It is in the house; 

It comes up the Stair ; 

The door opens with a loud cracking noise, 
And Monica stands in the room. 


She does not look at me; 
Across the bed she looks at herself in the glass ; 
Her beauty burns darkly like the splendour of 
a dark rose, 
Half folded, half open ; 
She is enchanted with her image in the glass. 
She lifts up her white hands, 
And strokes down her hair from the parting, 
Her fingers comb the fine curls about her 
forehead ; 
She looks at Victor, 
She speaks: ‘Are you coming to play with 
mee: 
And he answers her coldly : 
‘No, I am not coming to play. 
I am going to stay here with Elizabeth.’ 
‘Stay then, if that’s how you feel. 
I don’t want you.’ 
In anget 
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She swings from the room 
With a loud, lacerating crash the door shuts 
behind her. 
And Vicor groans, 
‘What a horrible child— 
If only somebody would come and take her 
| away.’ 
‘Do you think I would let her go? 
Her mother is dead. 
She is young, so young, 
She has never lived.’ 
‘She is not young and she has lived a thousand; 
: times ; 
She was living when you lay unborn on the 
knees of God. 
She is old, old, she has come down through 
many ages. 
She has mated with crying ghosts at the cross- 
toads of the forest ; 
She has given herself to the priests in the woods 
of Ashtaroth ; 
She has been a Menad leaping on the mountains, 
Her fawn-skin rose and fell on her white thighs 
as she leaped, - 
She threw down her thyrsus, 
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And her white hands tore the live flesh of the 
kids, 
Leaping, she shook off the blood from her thin 
pointed fingers ; 
She has looked at her own image in the water 
of the Nile, 
Wearing a breast-plate of jewels and a headdress 
of red lacquer and beaten gold ; 
She was the first couttesan who waited at the 
Street corners of Nineveh. 
She is waiting now, 
Spreading her net for the feet that shall come 
| to her, 
I wonder who shall be first taken in her net ?’ 
Poor little Monica. | 
She is innocent as a white woolly lamb 
That bleats for its mother.’ 
DES 
The lamb is innocent, 
And the cat is innocent that tears the young 
thrush fallen from the nest, 
The hovering hawk is innocent, 
And so is Monica : 
God made them all. 
But do not imagine that Monica will love you, 
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Or that she will have pity on her prey, 
Any more than the hawk or the cat have pity. 
If your pain puts an end to the game she is 
3 playing, 
She will hate you because of your pain. 
If you were to die to-morrow, 
And I wete to come to her while she is eating 
her dinner, 
And say to her ‘ “ Elizabeth is dead,” ’ 
She would finish her dinner ; 
And afterwards, 
No image of Elizabeth would rise between her 
and the sun. 
If you go on loving her, 
She will break your heart before she has done 
with you.’ 
* Perhaps. 
Yet I shall go on. 
Have patience ; 
In three weeks’ time she will be back at her 
school.’ 


Three yeats pass, 
And Monica goes no mote to her school. 
She is here with us always. 
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XXIII 


HE IS HERE WITH US ALWAYS; 

The house is full of her beauty, 
Full of the sound of her voice. 
In the spring 
I see her, 
Hiding her face in the cold lilac. 
The loose sleeve falls from her white arm, 
As she stands tip-toe to tear down the branches. 
She comes into the house laden 
With lilac white as her white arm, her white neck. 
Her breathing stirs the sweet scent of the lilac. 
I see the lovely, the perfe& curve of her young 

| back, 
As she stoops on the garden walk, 
Plucking with thin, pointed fingers, 
The little purple violets, 
To lie between her breasts. 
And first she must hold them up to Vi€tor’s face, 
That he may smell how sweet they are, 
And think 
Of the sweet scent of her hair. 
In the summer 
She glows darkly among the dark roses, 
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She stands tall beside the tall larkspurs, 

Her hair is black on their blue, 

It hangs like a lantern top above the round rose 
flame of her face. 

Victor sees her, 

His eyes are doors thrown wide open 

For her beauty to enter in; 

They shine and smile at her coming, 

And darken at her going, 

And her eyes, darkening and shining, 

Go out to meet him, they follow him ; 

He and she 

Are never unaware of each other. 


Once, when they stood beside me, 

I saw his eyes follow her white fingers, 

As they pushed down the stalk of the flowers 
Between het white breasts ; 

His eyes followed the flower down into the 
| sweetness of her breasts, 
And smiled. ) 
And when I saw them smile I was afraid. 


I am afraid, 
Yet date not own that I am afraid, 
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Nor name my fear. 

I see her watching and waiting, 

And I dare not say to myself ; 

It is for him she watches and waits. 

After all, she is only a child, 

She is nothing to him 

But the child I took for my own. 

As for his eyes, they cannot help seeing she is 

beautiful, 

As the flowets in the garden are beautiful. 

I have seen them smile at the beauty of the 
| flowets, 

Why should they not smile at Monica’s beauty 

That is no more than a flower’s ? 

And yet— 

Her woman’s breasts, her white, secret breasts, 

And the flower pushed between them, 

And her eyes watching his eyes— 

They make me afraid, 

Afraid. 


To-night, 
I went out into the garden, 
In the dark twilight when blue flowets are white 
and still, 
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And the beech-tree lies in the grey sky 

Like a black shadow in water. 

On the grass-plot, 

Behind the darkness of the beech-tree, 

There is a small chamber carved out of the yew, 
Shut in by the clipped yew walls and hidden 
Like the heart of a maze. 


I came to the secret chamber in the yew, 
And found them there, 
He was all dark and she all white in the twilight, 
They sat close with their arms clamped round 
each other, 
His dim face covered her face, 
Their mouths were pressed tight together. 
My feet made no noise on the thick grass, 
My gtey gown mixed me with the twilight, 
I stood still there in the doorway of the yew, 
Still as the dead ; 
And only the sharp sound of my breathing 
Made them look towards me, 
Made their arms slacken 
And their faces come apart. 
They rose. 
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For an instant we three stood still, 
And stared at each other, 
As the dead might stare at the dead. 


Then I turned and went from them. 
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XXIV 


HAT NIGHT | 
He came to me in my room ; 
He stood beside me 
Where I sat by the window ; 
His face was white in the lamp light. 
He stood looking down at me and we wete silent 
For a long while, 
_ Till the silence became anguish and I spoke : 
‘What have you come for ? 
Have you come to tell me you have been 
unfaithful to me?’ 
‘I have been unfaithful to you with the last 
unfaithfulness. 
There is nothing more to say. 
You must give me up and let me go.’ 
LOU? 
You and Monica 
If her mother were alive 
Her heart would be broken.’ 
‘But her mother is dead, 
And her mother’s heart is dead. 
For God’s sake let them lie in their coffin under 
the earth, 
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And not rise up to torture the living.’ 
“Men have gone through that torture 

Before now. They have loved and given up.’ 
‘It is too late to talk about giving up.’ 
“It was not too late once; in the beginning 
You could have fought it down, 

Soul against body.’ 
“IT did fight 

Till I could fight no longer, till I was beaten, 
Till my body and soul were broken. 

It was your own doing, Elizabeth. 

You brought her here, 

You shut us up in the same house together, 
Where I could never get away from her ; 
Day after day 

You forced me to see het. 

And long ago I had told you what she was.’ 

“I remember. 

You said she was the first courtesan fat waited 

at the street corners of Nineveh; 

You said she was waiting, spreading her net. 
You wondered who would be the first taken in 
| ; her net.’ 
‘That was because I was afraid of her. 

Even then I was afraid of her; 
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I was afraid that some day I would be taken 
in her net. 
And now that it is done I tell you she is innocent. 
I lied to you then. My fear made me lie.’ 
“Tell me the truth now. 
Say she is more beautiful than I am, 
And that your soul loves beauty, 
And your body goes with your soul.’ 
“She is not more beautiful than you are, 
She is different. 
You ate the brightness of heaven, 
And she is the hidden darkness of earth, 
She is the warmth and kindness of earth ; 
My youth loved you with a wild white ecstasy 
that could not last ; 
But I am not young any mote, 
And I love her with an aching hunger and 
thirst, 
That nothing but her darkness can satisfy. 
She is everything to me that you were, 
All but your white goodness, 
The goodness I worship and have yet forsaken, 
That I have forsaken and yet worship.’ | 
‘You cannot love her as you loved me.’ 
* No. 
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For my love for you was the greatest thing I 
have had or known, 
I gave you my highest. You had the whole of 
me. 
And the part of me which can be unfaithful to 
you 

Is not what you loved most.’ 

‘If Monica is not more beautiful than I, 
What can she be to you that I have not been ? 
You had my body as you have my soul, 

My spirit was not mote tender to you than my 

| flesh ; 

Her flesh is cruel as her spirit is cruel ; 

She will hate your soul, 

Because it will always stand apart from her ; 
She will hate your songs, 

Because they are more to you than she is; 
She will tear your dreams to pieces 

And trample them under her feet.’ 
“Yet, if I do not have her, 

My last song was written yesterday. 

Without her I can make no more songs, 
Dream no more dreams.’ 

‘Do you ask me to let you go 
For your songs’ sake and your dreams’ sake ? ’ 
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‘Only to let me go. 

I will not marry Monica, 

I will not bind myself again to any woman, 
Neither will she be bound. 

We shall come to each other 

Frée to the free. 

Do you think you can stand between us, 
And put us asunder ?’ 

“No. You ate stronger than I. 

I have no strength but for my own self 
That will remain after you ate gone.’ 

‘It will remain. | 

Nothing can touch you. 

You know the hushed secret of the world. 
If I leave you, | 

You will still have God. 

If I leave Monica, 

She will have nothing ; 

She has no God but me, 

And knows no secret but her love of me.’ 
‘Then go with her ; 

But go far away ; 

Go somewhete where I shall never see you, 
Nor hear you any mote. 

But 
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When it is all over, 

And Monica has tired of her God, - 
When the fire in her heart is dead, 
And your heart is broken, 

Then, 

If you come back to me 

You shall find me again.’ 
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XXV 


Y THOUGHTS RUN ON DOWN THE DARKNESS 
Ma: the falling of sand, 

Like dry sand 

My thoughts of him are broken. 


I thought 

He might forget me, 

For a moment, for the making of a song, 

The dreaming of a dream; 

But when the song was made and the dream ended, 
He would come back to me. 

I thought he would love mie better 

For that moment of forgetting, 

For the song that he brought me, 

And for the dream. 


I thought that his soul was a hard, clear crystal, 

Swinging its light through soft darkness, 

Flawless and stainless, 

Unbreakable crystal, 

I thought 

That his truth would stand as the truth of heaven 
for ever, 
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And that he would keep faith with me as star 
keeps faith with star, 
And that the morning star would fall from its 
place in the sky 

Before he would turn from me. 


But he has gone, 

And there will be no more Perio 
He will never bring me his songs, 
Never tell me his dreams. 

Like the crooked lightning flash 

The flaw runs through the crystal, 
The star has fallen from its sky, 
There is no faith, no truth in heaven 
Any mote. 
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XXVI 


F I COULD ONLY GET AGAIN 

lee peace I had in the dark night of God, 
When the dream of God would open, like a 
rose, on the night, 
And he came all alone to my hushed, empty 
house, 
And all the paths of the night were still, under 
his feet. 


I had only to wait for him then, 

To cover myself with darkness and be still ; 

I had only to open my door, 

Only to stand by the threshold and keep watch, 
And I had him there in the stillness; 

And, when he had gone, 

All day long I went in peace, remembering him. 


But now 

I am cut off from him, 

I open my door, 

And he will not come to me; 
I go out to look for him, 
Where he hides in the night, 
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I climb all the heights of darkness, 
Perhaps I shall find him standing on the last 
| height : 
He is not there ; 3 
I go on through the paths of the night ; perhaps, 
at the end he will be waiting for me: 
Thete is no end to the darkness, and he is not 
3 there ; 
I sink, I drown in the darkness, deep below deep, 
and he 1s not there; 
The night that once brought him to me 
Is an iron curtain dropped between him and me ; 
I beat on the walls of darkness and he will not 
| | hear me: 
My heart knocks at my breast, 
And struggles like a live soul shut in a dead 
body ; 
My body is weighted with death, 
It drags me down through the darkness ; 
I cannot undo the clasp of the clinging flesh ; 
In the thick net of the senses I am bound ; 
If I die utterly, 
And go to the place of the dead, I shall not find 
: him, 
Beyond death he will hide from me. 
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It is I myself who have driven him from me. 
How can he come to me? 
How can I hold him, 
How can my dream of God break through the 
darkness, - 
Open like a rose, spread like a fire ? 
When always the face of my lover 
Hangs, like a white lamp above the threshold 
of the night, 
Lighting the secret ways, 
So that no god may pass him ; 
When my body and soul cry after my lover, 
As my soul cries after God ; 
When my thoughts are poison and attows, 
And my anger, like a black magic, wounds 
His image and hers where they lie beside each 
other in their bed ; 
And my heart in the darkness 
Is a three-tongued flame of jealousy, lust and 
hate ? 


98 


XXVII 


F I COULD ONLY FEEL AGAIN 
Time love I had for the things which were 
outs together. 
His and mine: 
But fear waits for me in the garden, 
And a crying haunts the ledges of the hill, 
The wood hides an ambush of violent memories ; 
My grief, like my love, 
Is woven of a thousand strands : 
The leaping of the ted squirrel starts a secret 
wound ; 
There is poison in the smell of the wild mint, 
And in the ground ivy crushed under my feet ; 
There is sorrow in the wind, 
And in the falling of the rain, 
And anguish in the opening of a rose ; 
In sunrise and sunset a fiery pang. 


Yet I could bear 

Grief that is no more than grief, 

Pain that is no more than pain; 

I could bear the splendour and terror of the 
world ; 
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Wound upon wound 

From the shining swords of beauty I could ee 
If only I could rise up out of this hell 

Of jealousy, lust and hate, 

If I could soften my heart with forgiveness, 
And light the white flame of my love again. 


Oh you, 

Whom I once loved, 

My love of God was so fastened to my love of 
you 

That, though you have turned from me and 

left me, 

I can have no peace with God 

Till I have made my peace with you. 

That night, 

When I shut you out of my heart, 

I shut God out 

Unawate. 

If only I could ae you again— 

So that through the door that I unlatched for 
you, 

In another night, 

He might come back to me. 
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XXVIII 


HAVE SEEN THEM 3; 
I have seen her child in his arms, 
I have seen his child at her breast; 
I have heard its crying, 
Crying suddenly stilled 
By the arms of the father, 
The breast of the mother. 
And, as I looked at them, 
Hate and lust and jealousy died, 
The white flame was lit in my heart again, 
. And I loved them. 


I had climbed innumerable stairs, 

Gtey Stone Stairs 

Smeated with brown footmarks ; 

The steep grey walls, 

And the green painted iron rail 

Sweated a sooty damp. _ 

Outside, far down below, 

Drawn up against the curb, 

A cat waited, 

At each turn of the stair I could hear 

The patient, continuous throb of its engine. 
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There were two on the stair above me, 

Coming down from the top, 

Light feet beside heavy shuffling feet. 

At the turn of the stair I met Monica, 

Monica dressed in a long fur-lined leather coat, 

Monica and a man with her. 

He has a long, powder-white face, 

Oiled black eyes, 

A hawk’s nose, 

A loose red mouth that smiles a writhing, 

| succulent smile, 

Hair and moustache like black lacquer, shining 

| and smooth. 


* Elizabeth—you ? 

Wete you coming to see us? 

Well—I shall be back in an hour. 
When you get to the top floor of all, 
You will find Vitor there, 

And the baby.’ 


I found him there all alone 
In the shabby sunless place, 
Whete row upon tow, the grave, ordered books 
looked on 
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At the room’s disarray. 

A litter of baby’s clothes ; 

On the table a frock half ironed, a nightgown 
- ; half-sewn ; 

ee flannels, gtey towels, half-washed, 

Steamed on the tail by the fire 

Where Victor sat reading. 

*Victor—It’s I, Elizabeth.’ 

He started, he sprang to his feet, 

His eyes shone with joy, 

A sudden, perfec and sinless joy, 

As they used to shine. 

He came to me as he used to come, 

Giving himself up with a swift, absolute 


| surrender. 

He lifted my hand to his mouth, 

And kissed it. 

Remembrance, 

Remotse and a passionate pleading for forgive- 
ness, 


In one kiss. 
‘ Elizabeth, 
I thought as long as I lived 
I should never see you again. 
I thought you had done with me for ever. 
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How beautiful of you to come. 
You were always beautiful. 
This is a foul place to receive you in.’ 
I could have cried then for pity ; 
But I only said: “ Who was the man 
With Monica, going downstairs ?’ 
‘Oh that— 
He is one of Monica’s friends ; 
His name is Julius Maximilian Rosenthal. 
That’s Rosenthal’s coat she is wearing. 
He is no more to her 
Than a thing that can drive a cat, 
Machine of a machine ; 
No more 
Than a footman, servile and sleek, 
Who opens the doots of the world. 
Look at the place we live in; 
We have a front toom and a back room and a 
small closet for a kitchen, 
How can I keep her shut up in this prison for 
ever, 
That joyous, exquisite child, 
That wants to be playing? 
Week after horrible week, 
Monica cooks and cleans, 
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‘And looks after the baby ; 

Week after week, 

She sits and sews ; 

And one afternoon out of the seven, 

Or one evening, perhaps, 

Mr. Rosenthal comes and takes her out in his car. 

I am not fool enough to be jealous of him ; 

If I were, that would mark him as a shining 

7 danger, 

— It would give him a magic 

That is not his. 

Besides, 

When Monica is gone, 

So long as the baby is sleeping, 

‘The dreams and the songs 

Come round me again.’ 


He listened. 

A sound of crying 

Came from the inner room. 
‘She is awake now,’ he said. 

“If I take her up in my arms 

She will stop crying. 

But come—come and look at her.’ 

We went together into the inner room. 
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The child lay in her natrow cot, 
~Writhing and crying ; 

He lifted her up, 

And her crying suddenly ceased. 

She sat in the crook of his —— 

Tiny hips bulging, 

She hid her face in his shoulder, — 

The fine, blonde hair curled against his cheek 
My heart ached to see her, 

She was so thin, so fragile and so white. 
“She isn’t Strong,’ he said. 

“I am afraid almost to touch her 

For fear she should break. 

She is never well, 

I think there is something wrong 

With her mother’s milk.’ 

We sat together, 

He with the child in his arms, 

And I with my arms empty, 

And my heart aching. 


An hour passed 
And Monica came back 
Without Mr. Rosenthal, 
Her face was thin, 
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The butning splendour of the rose was dead 
: there, 
And I saw 
What mortal pallor was hidden under the chalk- 
white and vermilion 
Of powder and rouge. 
Her body was tited and thin ; 
She might have risen that moment from the bed 
Where her child was born with pain. 
I thought: They have gone hungry. 
And I hated myself. 
I should have foreseen this end, 
I should have saved them ; 
They were helpless as children ; 
_ Two children they wete 
That God gave me to cate fot. 
And I have not cared, 
I have had no pity, ; 
I have turned my heart away from them, 
And left them to suffer. 
I have been more cruel than death, 
I who swore to Cicely when she was dying 
That Monica should never want. 
With tired arms she took up her baby, » 
For a moment she sat, sullen and still, 
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Looking down at it, angry, 

Because of the full breasts that brought her 
back from her pleasure ; 

She scowled as it screamed in its hunger, _ 

Waving its thin arms, 

Opening and shutting the small, rivatesre weal 
delicately wrinkled hands. 

And Monica looked at me 

As, suddenly, her thin white fingers 

Undid her gown, 

Letting out her young white breast, 

Rose-pointed. 

Then Monica’s sullen face 

Emptied itself of thought, 

It grew tender under the tug of the wet mouth, 

Crushed against her breast, 

And with the warm flowing of her milk 

Her anger passed. 

She looked up at Vitor and smiled. 


And as I looked at them 

My hate and lust and jealousy died, 

The white flame was lit in my heart again, 
And I loved them. 


108 


XXIX 


HAVE SEEN DANGER, 
Danger that he does not see. 
I remembeted 
What Monica had said once, when she was a 
child : 
‘You can’t go on loving things 
You’ve got to look after.’ 
I wondered: How long will she go on? 
I thought: She is the same child now 
That she was then; 
So long as all things go well with her 
Her love will endure. 
And not longer. 


If—if I can save them in time, 

Before poverty has driven her from him, 

Before hunger for the things that are not 
there 

Has destroyed her passion, 

And poisoned the milk in her breasts ; 

Before 

She has hated her baby. 
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I think I have saved them. 

I have given them my house in St. John’s Wood, 

To live in for ever. 

I have paid an old servant to work for them, 

And sent up a girl from the village 

To look after the baby. 

There, 

The tired child Monica shall rest and play, 

And get the sweet ease and the beauty that she 

loves. 

All day in the garden 

Her baby shall lie in the sun, 

Under the tall tree of heaven, 

It shall have flowers for its hands, 

And green grass for its feet. 

There, all day, 

In the quiet innermost room, ? 

The poet, who must have all time and space; 

Shall be given the freedom once more of space 
and time; 

There 

His dreams shall come babe to him, 

And his songs shall be written again. 

And his peace shall be my peace, 
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And his joy 
My joy. 


So 
Out of my hell 
I have built up heaven. 
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XXX 


Y LOVE IS SAFE, 
So great a love of God encloses it, 
As fire encloses fire, 
Dark flame and bright flame burning 
Each in the other. 


Now that I have put away for ever 
Jealousy and unforgiving hate, 
Grief and the pain of desire ; 
Now that I love again, 
God has come back to me ; 
In the stillness of the dark night 
I am made one with him 
Again ; 
The thin walls of thought, 
And the webs of space and time 
Are broken, 
And there is nothing any more 
That shall come between God and me. 
I have only to strip my soul naked, 
Only to loosen the clasp of the clinging flesh 
To slip from the shining net, 
And I have him there at my will. 
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In the stillness of the dark night, 
When space and time are not, 
And the flesh dies, 
Whete the eyes do not see nor the ears hear, 
not the hands touch any thing, 
I have him who is neither seen, nor heard, nor 
held by any hand. 


There, 
Without seeing, 
I have seen my dream of God 
Open like a rose on the darkness ; 
I have seen my joy, 
As a heavenly rose of fire, 
Unfolding on the dark night of God ; 
Flower of that night alone, 
It knows no earth, nor sun, 
Nor any rain. 
Thete, 
In the stillness of the dark night, 
Ate the hushed peace and the unearthly ecstasy, 
And the divine desire, 
That shall hunger and thirst forever, 
And forever be stilled. 
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There 

Is the uttermost rest 
Where all passing 
Passes away. 
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XXXI 


ICTOR SITS IN HIS CHAIR 
On the flagged walk in the sun, 
He is nursing the baby. 
He sits there strangely still, 
With eyes staring up at the sun, 
And the dark night in his brain; 
He listens for the sound of my footsteps. 
He is blind, 
Blind, 
Blind, the beautiful eyes, 
Under the black feathers of their brows, 
Dark steel, shot with quick-silver, 
Dark stars, suddenly shining ; 
Shut, the wide doors that opened to let beauty in. 


It came suddenly : 
One day 
The hot sunlight beat into his eyes, 
And they saw no mote. | 
He will never see, 
Never, never again. 
That is why he is with me. 
15 


Ten days after it happened 
Monica left him ; 

She has tired of her god, 

Her blind and helpless god : 

She has gone to Mr. Rosenthal. 
And they have come to me, 
Vitor and the baby weaned from her breast, 
Forsaken, 

They are mine to take care of: 
Monica cannot cate 

For things broken and helpless, 
A child that cries for her, 
Blind eyes that cry. 
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XXXITL 


OME CLOSER, ELIZABETH—’ 
I come to him close, 
I give myself to his hands ; 
I have brought him ground ivy and wild mint 
from our wood. 

His hands move over my face, 

Over my body ; 

He says: 

‘It is wonderful how my hands know you ; 

They know your face, 

The delicate eats; the arched hollow between 
eyebrows and eyelids ; 

_ The tilted, almond-shaped nostrils, 

And the shadow that lies inside them, 

Like a dark moth’s wing ; 

The fine rose-leaf edges 

Of your mouth. 

My hands build up your body, 

Line after beautiful line, 

The polished planes of the shbulaets, 

The firm breasts, pointed, under the soft gown ; 

The slender back, 

The long thighs and the fine dimpled knees, 
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Smooth as ivory. 

It is only your open eyes 

That my hands cannot know— 
With your beautiful eyes, Elizabeth, 
What do you see ?’ 


“I see the rainbow breast 

Of a dove in the beech-ttee ; 

A white butterfly trembles 

Above the blue larkspurs ; 

1 see 

In the blue sky a flight of white clouds, 

Like a flock of wild geese, 

Flying high, 

Their necks stretching southwards. 

At my feet 

The black cat is sitting in the mignonette, 

As a bird sits in its nest, 

Couched, . 

Her head sunk back on her shoulders, 

Her breast pouting, 

She is blissful and benign ; 

Her fur is hot with the sun and smelling of 

mignonette.’ 
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When I am not reading to him, 

He likes me to tell him 

The things that are happening in the garden, 
Which birds are about, 

And what the black cat is doing : 

And so, 

Somehow the time passes. 
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XXXII 


O-DAY 
He has been still so long, 
That I wonder what he is thinking. 


‘I am thinking of you 
And your dark night, Elizabeth, 
And of my eyes 
That wete so clear, 
That saw so many things, 
And wete so glad of their seeing; 
I was thinking how with my eyes 
I have seen eternal beauty travelling through 
time, 
I have seen the flower burning with the light of 
x God, 
And the tree shining with his fire; 
And never a sight of Him 
Who is my Self, hidden in my soul, 
Till he took my eyes from me, 
Till he heaped darkness on darkness, 
And coveted me with all his skies of night. 
I was thinking 
How you, my Beloved, 
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Werte led clear-eyed through the darkness, 
Because you were without sin, 

And how 

God had to blind me 


Before I could see. 


Besides, 

There ate things I want never to see again— 
Places | 
Where she played, 

Whete she waited for me, 

Places where I could think she might be, still ; 
She has gathered all the flowers in the garden— 
‘She never brought you ground ivy and wild 

mint.’ 

Nevetr— | 

Let us go up into the wood: 

She is not there.’ 
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